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Summary: Frozen and alone, life taken by winters bite in an instant 
only to be pulled back to reality years later, but for what reason? 
Hiccup wanders aimlessly alone before coming across a frost spirit 
who seems to have all my answers yet 'Never explains anything'. As 
the veil of mystery is revealed, maybe life after death is not so bad 
after all. (Future hi jack/f rostcup) DISCONTINUED 


1. Chapter 1: Realization 
**Chapter One: Realizations** 

"Toothless where did you go? TOOTHLESS!" 

The snow beneath his feet got torn up like a blanket, tumbling off 
his feet the snow swallowed him like a dragon swallowing fish. 
Everything went dark, flailing only made it worst as snow began to 
flow into his mouth, filling his throat he could not even cough. 

He remained stationary as the cold began to fill his body, no longer 
could he feel his hands, feet, or even nose. Even so he could feel 
the blood dripping from his appendages, snow began to turn crimson as 
it melted. 

Through the pain and agony the child could feel his eye lids 
beginning to close as his lungs refused to bring in air. Slowly his 
eye lids slid, but each time he would jolt them open, someone had to 
come eventually right? Even with his cold determination his eye lids 
fell, a cold embrace larked over him as all pain had diminished 
leaving the child weightless as he drifted off. 

Slowly large green eyes opened as everything was still covered in a 
blanket of darkness, reaching out his hands each finger offered a 
crack whenever they fidgeted. Light headed and cold, he reached out 
towards the surface the second one finger met the air a dull ache 
arose. Pushing the snow aside the child slowly sat up, instantly 



dazed by the light, it felt like twenty years since he had seen 
daylight . 

Ruffling his hair with his right hand he instantly stopped as the 
dull pain began to take over his hand. Staring down his fingers were 
purple and black even the nail, puffed with cuts and bruises, blood 
covered his palms. 

Throwing himself back in a vain attempt to escape this reality, bring 
both hands up both were the same. But at a closer look his blood had 
frozen, his nails black and cracked even had frozen blood 
emerging . 

His brain had split in two, the reality of his hands had yet to seep 
in, he simply sat there rolling his hand back and forward examining 
both cracked sides. Moving from his left to right hand he allowed his 
left to support his face only to jolt back again. 

His face was equally as cracked, his nose felt cracked and covered in 
frozen blood he could only imagine what it looked like. His lips felt 
cracked and fractured as the taste of blood lined his mouth. Cracks 
lined the sides of his mouth as his cheeks felt sunken. 

Flakes of skin fell to the snow beneath, but moving from his state of 
being his mind instantly jumped to back home. Was his father worried? 
What about Toothless was he alright? And Astrid was so going to kill 
him once he got back. 

But which way was home, where was he? Glancing left and right h was 
in an unfamiliar area, sloping hills covered with snow, large oak 
trees covered in icicles, and a frozen over pond. 

But nothing could be gained from remaining stationary, raising to his 
feet each joint crackles under his weight. His clothing which was 
drenched in ice and blood cracked breaking from the position they had 
remained at for the duration of being beneath snowTaking one step 
forward he noticed his singular boot was missing, his right foot was 
just as bruised, bloody, and cracked as his hands. Sighing to himself 
he reverted his gaze upward, if he didn't stare down at his hands or 
foot he could continue forward without a thought. 

But where was he? This mysterious land form bear no remembrance in 
his head, just why was he here? Wind rustled above head as a dragon 
black as witching hour soared by taking out a pillar with a plasma 
blast as he passed. 

"TOOTHLESS!" the teen called with no response 

The dragon simply continued on his path, but where there is a dragon 
there must be home. Instantly breaking into a quicker pace the snow 
beneath his feet began to crackle, though if it was the snow cracking 
or the blood off his foot was a mystery. 

His running was put to a quick halt as a body of water stood between 
him and the continuing dragon. The murky water below gave an 
uninviting glare beneath its icy crest, shuffling his one organic 
foot forward he let a small amount of weight fall on the ice. 

The ice refused to give way as the boy put his small amount of weight 
back on the icy cover, looking straight ahead he could see the 



outline of what he wanted to call home. 


The sunlight began diminishing as torch light lined the streets and 
paths, dragons were returning to their stables as humans scuttled 
around finishing the remaining chores left over from the day. 

The teen watched from afar, something in the air seemed different but 
he just did not know what. As he was just about to continue to the 
village's square he noticed someone familiar, just landing was a tall 
and stocky young women with a long golden braid. Her eyes shined like 
sapphires outlined by long dark brown lashes. The dragon she rode was 
a small and thin Nightfury with soft toxic green eyes. 

"Astrid?" the teen called out 

The blonde raised her head peering left and right before reverting 
her gaze back 

"You coming?" the blonde called 
"Astrid whats going on? ' the teen asked 
"I said come" 

A null pain arose as half frozen sand was forced against his cut 
foot, water sprayed as the Nightfury trampled through the puddle 
walking aside the blonde rubbing against her. 

As the endless sand continued darkness engulfed the trio as the air 
became thick and cold, frost nipping at your nose as an endless 
stream of chills sporadically traveled down your spine. 

The surrounding wind began to force itself against the blonde 
throwing her back a few feet, but thankfully her walk was over. 
Dropping to her knees she stared forward before opening her 
mouth 

"Hello Hiccupa€ | " she began 
"uhh Astrid..?" the teen asked 
"Its been a while hasn't it?" 

"I supposea€ | I don't really know" 

"I'm really sorry, life's just been getting in the way" 

"Astrid what is going on? ' he asked 

The blonde did not answer for her sobs filled the night. 

The Nightfury slowly stumbled to the blonde rubbing against her in an 
attempt to comfort the girl 

"I've been taking care of Toothlessa€ | " she said between sobs 
"Just like I always said I would" 


"Astrid...?" the teen asked confused 



Walking over to the blonde he kneeled beside her a tad off put by her 
ignorance to his presence, reaching out a quivering hand he placed it 
on her shoulder only to have his hand completely fall through. 
Attempting this action again it seemed his hand only fell through 
again, his eyes grew wide in disbelief. This had to be a trick 
conjured by Loki, this just had to be false. 

He remained silent, what use was it now, unable to touch, talk, or 
even comfort her. Not to mention that he himself was unable to speak 
even if he wanted to, why couldn't he touch her or be heard by her? 
Was it like this to everyone or just Astrid? 

The Nightfury let out a large warning growl, head perked paying full 
attention to something. 

"Whats wrong boy?" Astrid asked wiping her tears away 

His large toxic eyes were set straight forward, as if peering into 
the auburns soul. He stood his ground in a protective stance as if he 
was about to strike. Holding onto a prayer that his dragon could see 
him the auburn reached out a hand, only to be disheartened once the 
dragon retorted in disgust. 

"Okay, okay boy let's get going then" the blonde said wiping away her 
final batch of tears and in a flash the two were gone 

The auburn remained stationary shocks grip tied him to the ground, 
unable to move forward or back simply staring at the ground. 

Reverting his eyes to what the blonde was staring at was truly 
alarming 

Here lies Hiccup Haddock III 

The boy who drove our island into a new age 
He shall be missed 
8 0x-8xx 

He was dead? No this could not be for he felt alive, he could feel 
the ground beneath his feet he could feel the air running through his 
lungs. One who is dead would be unable to feel those things, 
right ? 

His eyes then traveled to a small puddle of water which revealed his 
reflection, jumping back at first for what he saw was a monster. 

A purple and black nose with busted blood vessels, dark sunken eyes 
with no sign of life, cuts and bruises almost as common as his 
freckles, his lips bruises black and purple. Cracks lined the sides 
of his lips, snow stuck permanently on his nose, lips, eye brows and 
hair . 

He looked much older than his sixteen years his sunken eyes, 
cheekbones, and dead eyes, the crackled skin which not preoccupied 
his under eyes and mouth gave the illusion of wrinkles. How did this 
even happen? 

The realization slowly began to seep in taking him over and leaving 
him lifeless, as if he was frozen to the ground. Digging his fingers 



into the soil assuring it was still there, his head was circling 
becoming lighter and lighter by the moment. As if he would find 
himself feet above the ground at any moment, if his hand fell through 
Astrid what else could he fall through. 

A tear left his cheek but seemed to evaporate by the time it reached 
the ground, chocking on his own sobs in an attempt to quiet his 
torment, this proved less than successful. 

The air dropped a few degrees as a shadow draped over his grave, air 
thick and metallic as if biting his lip. Peering left and right he 
stiffened the second he felt a cool air wisp down his neck, jolting 
upright he spun around. 

"Who's there?!" he yelled out voice still shaken 

Black sand begun swirling around him, glistening in the silver 
moonlight it crawled its way up the auburns arm. Slithering like a 
snake in the night, the sand instantly went brittle locking the boy 
stationary . 

"Ehh? ' he asked pulling against the sand 

The midnight coloured shackles remained stationary giving no leeway, 
slowly closing its grip on the teen's arms. Spikes impaling his flesh 
forcing what non frozen blood it could from the gaping 
wounds . 

Thrashing against the spikes only cut deeper into his flesh, staining 
his clothing crimson. His eyes dashed back and forward, as his heart 
was thumping against his rib cage feeling as if it would crumple at 
any moment . 

A bright light emerged cutting the darkness in half as the midnight 
coloured shackles turned to ice before cracking and crumbling towards 
the ground. The auburn sat back in shock, staring blankly at the ice 
crystals hanging at his knees. 

"Just a runaway nightmare they tend to do that" 

The auburn jolted at the upcoming voice, standing behind him or 
rather floating was a teen who looked a few years older than him. 

Skin pale as the moon with hair white as freshly shed snow, his eyes 
were an icy blue as if the ocean had frozen over. An old and worn 
staff lay in his right hand adorn with snow, even his cape was 
covered in freshly fallen snow. 

The boy had soft eyes with long pale eye lashes and curved lips which 
were currently curved into a gentle smile. He carelessly floated a 
few feet away, awaiting the auburns answer 

"Who are you?" the question escaped the auburns lips before he could 
even register it 

"The names Jakul Frosti, but to you I'll be Jack" 

* * As always thanks for reading leave a comment if you like it, I 
would love to hear what you think. 

><strong> 



**Love Luna** 


2 . Chapter 2 : Reveal 
**Chapter Two: Reveal** 

The auburn stared up in disbelief, Jakul Frosti the frost spirit his 
dad always told tales about was now standing before him. Not just 
standing before him but talking to him. 

"Hey uh you okay, shorty?" he asked now kneeling before the 
auburn 

"Ehh uhh" 

The auburn was muttering jumbled nonsense as he jumped back a few 
feet, still alarmed by the fact a frost spirit was affront him. Even 
in this shocked state the auburn was unable to remove his eyes from 
_Jack's, _the frost spirit stared intently at the auburn as if 
searching in his eyes for something. The frost spirits eyes soon 
began to wander as him and the auburn were in this dream like state, 
unable to move, speak, or even turn away. 

His blue eyes began to wander down the auburn, such a predicament he 
was in. Frozen to death never a glorious sight, at least the kid 
wasn't that badly scared. The frost spirits eyes instantly darted to 
the four fingers sticking out from under the child's sleeve, tiny 
purple appendages with black nails and crimson crystals? Frozen 
blood? 

Sensing the stare the auburn retorted back his fingers hiding them 
under the long green fabric he called a sleeve. Of course all subtle 
hints were ignored as the frost spirit grabbed the child's hand 
yanking it (along with him) forward to where he was balancing on his 
knees . 

His hand was worst then assumed frostbitten with open wounds, the 
blood within has frozen leading to the crackling and dull 
pain . 

"Don't!" the auburn yelled taking his hand back 
"What?" the frost spirit asked confused 

"Don't touch mea€ | ." The auburn said holding his hands to his chest 
his eyes blood red ready for the stream of tears to begin 

"Look shorty, your hands are frozen and unless you enjoy the pain and 

cracking I'd suggest you let me see 'em" he said slightly 

annoyed 

The auburn shook his head in disapproval 

"Don't even come near me!" the auburn barked back moving away from 
the spirit 

The frost spirit said not a word but did wear a disapproving and 
slightly annoyed expression 



"Just lemme see your hands and you can get back to sulking" 


"I wasn't sulking!" 

"Just let me see your hands" he said getting more agitated 

"No, I don't need your help" the auburn said standing and walking 
off, where to? Anywhere but here. 

"So you'd rather being unable to use your hands" 

"No, why should I even trust you? Why do you care?" 

"As Jakul Frosti, I'm supposed to make children happy with ice and 
snow. And you are clearly unhappy so it's my job to fix ya" 

"Yeah I'm unhappy, I wake up with this all over me" he said gesturing 
to the purple and cracked skin 

"No one can hear or see me, even my own dragon has rejected me. And 
then someone who clearly doesn't have two ores in the water insisting 
on helping me!" he said in a huff pacing left and right 

"You feel any better, shorty?" the frost spirit asked 
monotonous 

"Yes actually, but I need to find out whats going on" the auburn said 
about to scurry off 

"You're dead" the frost spirit said flatly 

"Whata€|?" the auburn asked his face turning even paler 

"Dead, ya know when your heart stops or in your case gets frozen to 
death, no one can see ya not that they would generally want to. Most 
of the time people move on instantly but some aren't so lucky, some 
weird stories about an unfulfilled life, I dunno some sort of 
mumbo-jumbo like that" he said plainly tossing his staff between 
hands bored 

Dead, how could he be dead? He was firmly affixed to the ground, he 
could feel the rich soil, the whistling wing, and the cooling night. 
How could someone dead feel all that? Weren't dead people supposed to 
be six feet under doing nothing? 

The ground had seemed to evaporate from around him, as he felt like 
he was floating in midair, pure insanity. 

"H-h-ho-how can that be, how can I be dead? How can I still be here?" 
Hiccup asked voice and mind trembling 

"Five years" the frost spirit said matter of factly 

"No, you ' rea€ | you ' re lying!" he yelled 

"No actually, snow storm ofa€ | ..well can't remember the yeara€ | But I 
assure you are" 

"I'm not dead, I can't be dead!" he yelled flailing his arms tears 
beginning to roll down his cheeks 



Twisting around the auburn the frost spirit could see the child's 
horrified expression, eyes blood red, tears pouring down like the 
Niagara Falls, he held his hands close to his eyes longing to wipe 
away the tears but not wanting his throbbing hands to touch his 
face . 

"Hey you gonna be alright?" the frost spirit asked with an outreached 
hand 

He shook his head violently before pushing the frost spirit back a 
few feet 

"Hey shortya€|?" he asked moving near 

The auburn shaked his head viciously again, his inflames purple and 
black hands covering his face in an attempt to conceal the rapid 
tears. Transcending into himself in an attempt to null the tears, but 
with the tremendous pain slowly creeping up his arm like a snake it 
was easier said than done. 

The icy hand which lay on his shoulder spreading the bone chilling 
down his arm back to the tips on his finger, causing the auburn child 
to quiver. 

"I said do not touch me!" the auburn yelled tossing the frost spirits 
arm aside, yelling through his tears 

Just as swiftly as the frost spirit blinked the enraged auburn who 
previously stood before him had recede from sight. Not even foot 
prints had been left behind. 

Sprinting full speed, feet crashing against the ground with each 
stride, stones, ice, and branches forcing themselves into the child's 
foot. Slowly piercing in deeper with each stride, elderly blood 
trickle from the wound, dying the snow a revolting brown. 

Air dashing into his lungs stinging him like a thousand needles, his 
air ways becoming tighter as less and less air managed to thrust 
itself in. Slowly to a halt, vision wavering the auburn felt ready to 
pass out as his head felt like it was hovering above Valhalla. 

Panting his lungs unable to thrust in air, his air waves sealing as 
he fell to his knees. 

Gazing around he was unable to recognize where he was, he was on Berk 
he was pretty sure of that. But his surroundings baffled him, tall 
maple trees with thick layers of snow, grass sprung through the snowy 
surroundings with a petite river a mere three feet away. 

The crinkling of branches behind him sent him back into flight mode, 
bouncing back onto his aching feet and sprinting again. The frigid 
water made the dull ache in his foot rise as the mucky water 
slithered its way into the untreated wounds, pushing tiny fragments 
of dirt into the still bleeding cuts. 

Just exiting the running river the auburn hurtled towards the ground 
catching his prosthetic on a rock. The thundering sound of fractured 
branches arose from behind him becoming louder and louder by the 
second, his prosthetic remained stationary affixed between two large 
rocks . 



A gust of sparkling snow filled wind brisked through, reliving the 
prosthetic of its position. Jolting his foot back to his side, taking 
no though to the previous occurrence he scuttled to his feet, off 
sprinting again. 

Drowning in a sea of sorrow and confusion he was unaware of what he 
was looking for nor what he hoped to find. He simply grasped onto any 
sliver of hope that he will wake up from this nonstop nightmare. 

All hope was crumpled into fragments as the auburn was met with a 
dead end, the trees stared down menacing as they taunted him for 
being unable to decipher his own island. 

A cold grip like that of an icy rope wrapped itself around his wrist, 
pulling him into the undefined darkness. The grip tightened cutting 
of circulation as the auburn was pulled deeper into the bramble, 
twigs pulling at his already torn clothing. The mist flowed through 
his veins chocking him with its frigid presence. 

Unable to scream, unable to shout the auburn gave into his capture, 
the adrenalin which had previously been galloping through his veins 
had ceased as the fatigue began to take hold. Mind wavering until the 
pull on his arm and his mind had disconnected. 

Heavy eye lids with water filled bones, feet heavy as cement blocks. 
His head hung low as a show pony, long black lashes meeting his 
cheeks. All colour soon began to fade, the last image to be seen was 
a pair of glowing icy blue eyes cutting the darkness in half. 

**So you people happy? ** 

**Love Luna** 


3. Chapter 3: Not Alone 
**Chapter Three: Not Alone** 

Wind gentling singing as the blanket of night had covered the island, 
drowning it the only salvation being the dim moonlight unable to 
break the shackles of night but able to crack them. The auburns chest 
gently raised and fell eyes gentle twitching as he swivelled away 
from the oncoming wind. Offering small snorts and sighs the dead 
child appeared peaceful, disconcerned about his previous state which 
he had been put off by just hours before. 

Discoloured rags wrapped around his hands and right foot, a kind 
gesture yet the rags were already drenched in rusty brown blood. 
Purple and bruised finger tips and toes peaked out from the cloth, 
the swelling had appeared to decrease, and if it wasn't for the 
bruised colours the appendages would appear nearly normal. 

Long black lashes unraveled as departed green eyes flickered, vision 
bubbling as the world seemed to spin and twirl. Bringing his knees to 
his chest the auburn closed his eyes again refusing to be awaken, all 
desires of sleep soon diminished as a numbing hand passed through his 
hair . 


Jolting the auburn dashed backwards landing three feet away, prompt 



up on his right elbow with his legs folding up serving as a makeshift 
shield . 

Remaining affixed to the ground rooted like a tree for several 
moments, heart bashing against his rib cage threatening to burst out 
of his chest all together. 

As his heart beat began to null the auburn lowered his legs, still 
remaining far away from the frost spirit. 

The frost spirit wasn't glaring at the auburn, thankfully his gaze 
was reverted forward staring into space. His fingers lightly lay over 
a purpling mark a long rectangle which matched the side of the 
auburn's prosthetic. 

The frost spirit eventually took notice to the fearful auburn, 
shaking like a leaf in fall. He wished the kid could have just slept 
a little longer, then just maybe he wouldn't be in such 
distress . 

"You alright, shorty?" the frost spirit asked keeping to his own 
'side' of the camp 

"N-n. .no, where am I and why d-do you keep fallowing me!" the child 
asked trembling 

"Hey just calm down, you're hyperventilating" the frost spirit said 
rocking forward on the pads of his feet 

"I will not calm down until you tell me whats going on!" the auburn 
yelled his voice leveling out 

"Look found ya bleeding in the forest, decided to be nice and help ya 
out. If I knew you would be so touchy I would have left you" 

The auburn had to reply yet his eyes told another story, large pissy 
red eyes on the brink of tears, sorrow and pain reflected in the 
diseased orbs. 

"Uhh sorrya€ | " the frost spirit said immediately regretting his 
previous statement 

The two sat in silence, the auburns eyes dashing back and forward as 
he attempted to unravel this previous day. Dead and gone, for five 
years. It felt like moments between his last memories and when he 
awoke the previous morning, what even was his last memory? He 
recalled drowning in snow but everything before that was fuzzy like 
when you gaze at the sun for too long. 

Major events were still there, taking down Toothless, the first time 
Astrid kissed him, and the day his father said he was proud of him. 
But why he was in the snow, and where Toothless was blurred, like a 
puzzle with missing pieces it tried to fit together and make amends 
yet everything was dishevelled as if it never 
occurred . 

"Hiccup? " 

Jolting up praying to Odin it was someone from home, but still just 
the frost spirit 



"H-h-how do you know mya€ | my name?" the auburn stumbled 


"How can someone not know the name of the dragon conqueror?" Jack 
asked trying to detour from whatever was plaguing the auburns 
mind 

Hiccup sighed, 

"T-that doesn't ex-explain anything" he stuttered 

"Being an eternal frost spirit gets lonely, I like to observe 
people" 

'That's not odd' Hiccup thought to himself 

Twisting around the auburn a blazing wind arose by the frost spirits 
mere presence, frigid and bitter enough to wilt gardens. 

Darkened emerald eyes staring up meeting the icy blue ones half way, 
'an eternal frost spirit who enjoys observing people' that could 
definitely be used in his favor. 

"What about my family?" Hiccup asked trying to cease his voices 
shaking 

"Uh who?" the frost spirit asked taken aback 

"My family. Stoic the Vast, Gobber the Ghaustly, Astrid 
Hof f erson" 

"Ohhh right, well why don't you come see them for yourself?" he 
asked 

"S-see them? That's preposterous" he said shrugging 

"Come on then" the spirit said grabbing the Vikings sleeve 

Quickly pulling his hand back to his side he hastily fallowed the 
floating frost spirit, maneuvering through the forest of mazes. 

Barely able to keep up with the frost spirit as pebbles and shards of 
wood stuck through the make shift bandages. The biting water beneath 
his feet show him no sympathy as it punctured the rags leaving them 
permeate. Between the frostbite and frigid water the child's pain was 
nearly unbearable, every step feeling as if he was being pierced with 
a thousand needles. 

But one must be resilient during rigid times, if this meant being 
able to see his father, Astrid, and Toothless once more the ain could 
become bearable. 

"Come on!" the frost spirit yelled 

Rolling his eyes yet remaining silent the auburn broke into a sprint, 
the numbing pain rising from his foot, to ankle, to knee. Thankfully 
his sprint was short lived, as any more and he swore walking would 
have been out of the question. 

"Welcome to Berk!" the frost spirit exclaimed 



Exiting the forest the difference was truly night and day, where the 
forest resembled witching hour the village was early morning. The sun 
hung lazily in the sky with a pale blue sky, people shuffled to and 
fro as dragons littered the skies. Wrestling and roaring they 
galloped through the streets paying no attention to the wandering 
Vikings cursing as they crossed their path. 

A quiet murmur floated over Berk which sounded like music to the 
auburns ears, gawking left and right it looked exactly as it should, 
it looked like home. Wandering through the streets avoiding tired 
Vikings, rambunctious dragons, and newly formed buildings he paid no 
attention to the trailing frost spirit. 

"I thought I told you to muck out the dragon stalls!" 

Gazing over running down the idle way was no other then Astrid 
Hofferson, beautiful bleach blonde with ocean blue eyes. Light 
freckles scattered across her flawless face. And she appeared to be 
running towards the auburns cousin, Snotlout Jorgenson. Lazy entitled 
teen who refused to do anything around the arena. 

"Oy I'm talking to you!" Astrid yelled throwing a bucket at the 
shorter teen 

Snotlout yelled some muffled curse but the duo were out of ears 
reach, gawking again the auburn tried to make sense of which part of 
the village he was located. Quickly deciphering before briskly moving 
on, after a short while of excessive walking the auburn was faced 
with what was engraved in his mind the firmest: His childhood 
home . 

A tall traditional Viking home shaded with greens and browns, kept 
well, and grander than any other house in the village it was clear it 
belonged to someone of importance. 

Peering into the large building through a broken window frame the 
auburn was able to view the surroundings. The fire in the houses 
center flickered dimly, nails still stood where weapons used to be 
hung . 

The house was mostly barren a rickety table and chair sat near the 
corner with a stack of books, all the weapons, nick-knacks, and 
assorted objects were missing removing all colour and personality 
from the home. 

"J-Jacka€|?" the auburn called out 

Slowly floating over to the auburn he gazed down not expecting for 
Hiccup to allow him to say anything 

"Is my dad stilla€| ..alive?" he asked peering up with his large 
lifeless eyes 

"I dunnoa€ | " 

"I thought you liked stalking the island" 

"It's not stalking its _observing, _and this place got pretty boring 
a few years back" 



"So I pretty much have to go find him myself, great" the auburn said 
dragging himself from the window 


On the move again the auburn continued to the only place he thought 
his father would dwell, the great hall. As the name suggests it was a 
tall building which was rather long, tall wooden doors with axes 
crossed above. 

Reaching out a hand the auburn was alarmed when his hand fell through 
it like he was reaching out for the air, alarm soon turned to dismay 
as no amount of focusing or attempts would give him the result he 
required . 

Feeling the tingle of the frost spirits numbing hand he peered up, 
not emotionally ready for a sympathy vote. 

"Its alright, I hear most ghosts can't touch things from their 
walking life" 

Pealing the frozen hand from the door knob the frost spirit could 
easily pull open the old and weary door. Now granted entrance the 
hall offered only one dimly lit torch, in one corner sat a tall and 
buff elderly man with fire red hair riddled with streaks silver as 
the moon. 

Mead mug in hand the man sipped from the glass, his eyes nearly as 
lifeless and green as the auburns, deep bags, he was a sickly white 
with a pale green undertone. 

The man raised his mighty head 

"Hiccup!" he called standing 

"Dad? You cana€ i " 

All hope disintegrated as the mountain of a man walked through him 
not taking any heed to his presence. Peering around in the door way 
of the great hall stood Astrid, holding a small child in her 
arms . 

"Grand-dad!" the child exclaimed reaching out towards the fiery 
man 

"Why hello Hiccup" the man said smiling at the tiny child 

The child of three was petite but had her mother's stockier build, 
long dirty blonde hair adorn with freckles she wore her large green 
eyes well. 

Hiccup stood in awh watching his father and his older crush blabber 
on about weather, Astrid' s husband (which Hiccup prayed to Odin it 
wasn't Snotlout) , and other mondeying material. 

Hanging his head low this realization hit the auburn like a ton of 
bricks, dead eyes staring towards the ground he exited the great hall 
refusing for any more of this to reach his ears. 

Feeling the freezing presence of the frost spirit he showed no heed, 
for why did it even matter anymore? Why could he not of just remained 
dead, it seemed like such a better deal than this fuckory. 



"Hey, you okay shorty?" the frost spirit asked 

Offering a disheartening glance the auburn returned to walking 
wishing the frost spirit would simply bugger off 

"I get it, you're upset but that's no reason to sulk" the spirit said 
floating next to the child 

"I'm not sulking" the auburn insisted 

"Then what would you call it?" 

The auburn shook his head continue on, not quite knowing where he was 
going 

"You don't belong here anymore, do you?" 

"Noa€ | .everyone's moved on. They have even gotten a new Hiccup" he 
said heart shattering into fragments 

"You don't have to stay here ya know" the spirit said landing on the 
solid ground 

"What are you implying?" 

"Why don't you come along with me? It's not like you have to be 
alone" he insisted 

"Well guess there is nothing to lose" the auburn agreed 

"Fantastic!" the frost spirit said grabbing the auburns shoulder 

"I can show ya every snow filled crevice of this world!" he 
exclaimed 

"Uhh yeah, just can we set one rule: Stop touching me?" the auburn 
asked shrugging off the spirits hand 

"How come, you were completely fine earlier sleeping on my leg" the 
spirit teased 

The auburn sighed turning a slight shade of rose 
'Let's not talk about thata€ i " 

**Merry Christmas/Yuel/Quanza/Hanukka/holidays, just thought I'd 
upload and bid happy holidays. Us over at the Loveless family are 
getting ready for our little get together tomorrow, and for the first 
time in years I'm not being dragged back to my old home in Quebec! So 
I'm gonna get back to making triffle and trying to fit the booze in 
the fridge. ** 

**Love Luna** 


4. Chapter 4: A Frost Spirits Fun 


**Chapter Four: A Frost Spirits Fun 


* * 



Dawn had broken as the wind began to pick up, swirling and whirling, 
snow uplifting and dancing in the wind like a collection of fairies. 
The sky was a dim blue, nearly appearing white as the clouds buried 
the sun deep inside, refusing for its warm presence to bring hope and 
happiness to the shuffling people in the village. 

Sitting cross legged upon a cliff allowing the cold air to seep 
through, ice running through his veins making him feel like an icicle 
during freezing winter. Rustling the hair in his vest he stared into 
the open village, he felt as if he was leaving a piece of him 
behind . 

The feeling of a shard he once called home getting torn from his 
heart, he was leaving his childhood home and a part of him seemed to 
remain in town center. He knew he would be able to leave that shard 
behind, yet it was still excruciating. 

The wind picked up as small ice fragments whispered past the auburn, 
staring up as the frost spirit came into view. The cold aura seemed 
to fallow the spirit where ever he dwelled, 

"Has the apocalypse happened yet?" the frost spirit said 
sarcastically 

The auburn returned with nothing but an odd glance 
"Come on sulky, its time to go" 

"I'm not sulky!" the child exclaimed moving to his feet 
"So your vocal cords weren't torn out" he teased 

"You know for someone trying to cheer me up you really aren't that 
great " 

"My the child has an attitude" he teased again 

The auburn sighed 

"So where are we going?" 

"Anywhere really" the spirit said hovering a few feet off the frozen 
ground 

"Anywhere?!" the auburn exclaime confused 
"Uhh yeahaC | . " 

"You have no idea where we are going do you?" 

"Not really, it's just wherever the wind takes me" he said with a 
careless smile 

"The wind? That ' sa€ | that ' s just insane!" 

"Not reallya€|" 

The auburn gave nothing but an odd look 


"Come on" 



On that note the frost spirit rose five feet, motioning for the 
auburn to fallow 

"Uhh yeah no, I don't fly. I had a dragon for that" 

"Uhh alright, say shorty can you hold my staff?" the spirit said 
landing on the ground outreaching 

"Uhh sure" he said doing as requested 

Like a rapid snowflake the spirit faded away from sight. Hiccup had 
yet to notice he stare intently at the Sheppard's hook. Faded grey 
wood with snow permanently chiselled in, small gashes in the hook 
filled with snow littered its shaft. The snow appeared to be elderly 
as if it had been formed with the staff yet it shined silver like 
freshly fallen flakes. 

The auburn was taken aback as he was snatched from the position at 
which he stood, as if thrown into the air caught by an icy grip. One 
hand firmly clasped to his shoulder the other tucked under his legs, 
grasping the staff close to his narrow chest he stared up to see a 
smirking frost spirit. 

Eyes flickering between the spirit and the ground which had become 
unusually further then where it once stood. 

"Let me go!" the auburn exclaimed 

"Kinda too late now" 

"Nope, not happening let me down NOW!" the auburn said thrashing 
against the spirit 

"Oy stay still, I'm going to drop you!" 

Peering down the ground began to diminish to just a blur, heart 
racing against his rib cage he clung onto the spirit nearly dropping 
the hook in the process. Shutting his eyes and burrowing himself into 
the spirits dress shirt fear sputtering through his veins, why were 
heights such a trouble now? 

The frost spirit stared down at the auburn, while clinging to him the 
child almost appeared adorable, and it almost felt nice to have 
someone attached to him, even if it was out of fear. His hair which 
was shiny and soft at the crown faded off into black broken tips, 
snow stuck to the tips refusing to remove itself. 

And in between the bruises and petite wounds was a scatter of 
freckles, some faded some nearly dark as witching hour, some even 
formed tiny shapes like triangles or squares. 

The wind began to circle and scream as it trapped the duo in its 
tight embrace before flinging them in a random direction, twisting 
and turning switching directions at the drop of a hat. 

Snow and ice pellets fluttered past scratching small dents into the 
duos revealed skin, the auburn had ceased his fidgeting. 


"You okay?" the frost spirit said making sure the child was still 



alive 


"F-fine" he said refusing to return the gaze 

A mass of land soon became in view as the wind ceased its raid and 
wild movements, allowing the spirit to transcend to the ground 
allowing him to gracefully land without causing the auburn 
discomfort . 

"Hey, you ready to get put down?" the spirit asked 
"YES! a€ | uhh sorry yes please" 

The auburn didn't feel comfortable until he was firmly on the ground, 
he never through he would be so glad to feel cold damp dirt beneath 
his foot. 

"Staff" the spirit said reaching towards the hook laying within the 
auburns grasp 

"Oh uhh right" he said holding it out shaking within his grasp 

"You okay?" he asked laying the staff over his shoulder 

"Y-yeah fine, so where are we?" he asked derailing the conversation 
train 

"No idea, lets fine on" he said moving on 
"You honestly have no idea?" 

"Yes now come on" 

On that note the spirit hooked the staff around the childs waist 
dragging him on, 

"Can you not?!" the auburn yelled enraged 

"Can you have fun?" he asked pulling on the staff forcing the auburn 
to walk aside him 

The auburn offered nothing but a silent scowl, occasionally offering 
an unaccepting glance every so often. Eventually he unhooked his 
staff letting the auburn breathe a sigh of relief as the hook had 
begun to scratch his hips. 

"You alright, shorty?" he asked his silent companion 
The auburn said nothing 

"Hey, I'll pull ya with my staff if you don't start talking" 

'Nope, never again! Not a blood stained chance!" 

"Well then great dragon conqueror, start talking" the spirit said 
with a smirk 

"So any idea where we are?" 


"Looks like Canada" 



"Canada? " 


"Yeah, people are fighting over it I 
thinkaC | . .still" 

"Still?" 

"Yeah I think, anyways thankfully Canada is snow filled eight months 
of the year its perfect for playing with" 

Hiccup stared unsure 

With a simply twist of his wrist shining sparks emerged producing 
shimmering snowflakes gathering and rotating, lifting his hand to the 
clouds the ball shot up like a bullet. The clouds darkened and 
whirled, tiny shards of fluffy ice soon began to trickle down, 
sparkling in the moon light giving off a heavenly glow. 

The auburn stared in awh, how could anyone produce snow just from 
waving his hand. 

"Amazing huh?" the frost spirit asked 
"Its.. its unbelievable, how did you do it?" 

"I'm Jakul Frosti, kinda goes along with the tittle" he said leaning 
against a tree 

"Understandable, but still magic doesn't exist yet this?" he said 
smiling 

The spirit shrugged 
"The moon gave me it" 

"The moon, the huge void in the sky?" he asked 
"Yeah, anyways cmere" 

The auburn did as asked wandering deeper into the darkness leading to 
the spirit whose pale colours stuck out like a flower peeking through 
a snow bank. 

"You ever held a snow flake?" 

"Uhh no it's impossible, the heat from your hands melts it 
immediately" 

"You talk way too much, anyways hold out your hands" he 
stated 

Raising the bandage covered purple appendages he held them stiff as 
nails (not that they were anything but) . Jack raised his hands 
accordingly if rubbing a crystal ball, small sparks emerged as a 
cartoonishly shaped collection of snowflakes formed. 

The auburn stared in awh and pure amazement at the snow flake 
rotating inches above, gleaming the ornament split now forming into a 
myriad of tiny cartoon snowflakes. Dividing again the flakes didn't 



take form instead hovering within the duo's grasp, the flakes grabbed 
onto one another shooting a few feet above them before exploding like 
a fire work. 

The spirit peered over at the child, life had been restored back into 
his eyes as he watched the snowy show. Seeing past the frostbitten 
mess he appeared the same child he was six years ago, full of wonder 
at everything and anything. 

"Pretty cool, huh?" the frost spirit asked 

"That's amazing" the child said still in awh 

"Oh that's nothing" 

"There's more?" 

"More than you can imagine" 

The auburn remained speechless at the remark, how could anything 
surpass this? 

"Come on" the spirit said standing 

"Umm alright, where we going?" he asked fallowing suit 
"Anywhere really" 

"Guess I should not have asked" 

The forest was supplied with a mixture of pine trees, standing over 
fifty feet the trees seemed to curve downwards as if watching the 
duo. Needles and twigs beneath feet gave a satisfying crunch, 
surprisingly the untamed path was not layered in algid in snow. The 
small mutter of unknown animals filled the air, howling and 
chittering sending an icy blast down the auburns spinal cord. 

"Ya coming?" the frost spirit called 

"Oh uh yeah" the auburn said still lingering behind 

The wind began to surge gently nipping away at the auburns clothing 
slowly penetrating the run down fabric, caressing the freckles skin 
causing him to shiver. 

"You okay?" he asked 

"Oh yeaha€ | f-f ine" he stated 

"Cold aren't ya?" 

"A little, but I'm fine" why was he lying? 

The spirit instantly freezed in his spot untying the not that was 
keeping his cloak together letting the fabric fall into one 
hand . 

"Here" he said outreaching the fabric to the child 

"Oh no, I'm really fine. Besides don't want you to get cold" 



"I don't actually feel the cold" he said with a 
smile 

"Really?" 

"Well yeah, pretty useless frost spirit if the cold got to 


"Fine" 

The auburn instantly took the cloak, not wanting to admit how over 
joyed he was to have another layer, even if it did belong to a 
strange frost spirit. Instantly draping the fabric over his 
shoulders, the pale brown fabric transcended past his hips, 
thankfully concealing his beaten hands. 

"Better?" the frost spirit asked 

"Uhh yeah thank you very much" he said with a yawn 
"You tired, want to set up a camp or something?" 

"Uhh sure, if you're okay with it" 

The fire slowly crackled as witching hour began, curled into a tiny 
ball of green and brown mess was the auburn curling and shifting 
unable to find a comfortable position. Tossing and turning trying to 
stay under the cloak which was just not long enough to serve as a 
make shift blanket. 

Finally decided all hope was lost the auburn sat up yawning, staring 
into the fire despising life itself. 

"You alright?" the frost spirit asked 

"I can't sleep" he said rubbing his eyes 

"Why don't ya sleep on my leg like you did the other day, had ya out 
for hours" 

The auburn instantly turned a shade of maroon 
"Uhh I'd rather nota€ | " 

"You really are strange" 

The auburn remained without words 

"You're turning red as an tomato over something so small, and for no 
apparent reason" 

"Will you stop if I just take you up on your offer?" Hiccup asked 
slightly annoyed 

The spirit nodded 

Moving towards the spirit the auburn situated himself so his back was 
facing the fire, crouching into a tiny ball the cloak almost served 
as a blanket. Taking a sight the auburn closed his eyes, this was by 



no means comfortable but more comfortable then frozen sticks jabbing 
you in the head. 

Nearly nulling off to sleep the auburn was rudely awoken by a numbing 
coldness on his left shoulder, peering up he could see a pale boney 
hand resting on his shoulder. 

"Uhh can you not?" Hiccup asked 

"Huh what?" 

"Your hands are really cold, can you not?" 

"Oh..uh sorry" he said doing as asked 

He offered a muffled 'Thanks' as he wandered off to sleep, moon 
hanging in the sky stars twinkling an twirling. Peering over at the 
child who was softly snoring the pale moonlight washed the scars away 
making him truly resemble who he once was. Yet one cannot dwell in 
the past, for no one can ever go back whats gone is forever lost not 
all anyone can do is live. 

"You finally doing me some right, Manny?" Jack asked staring up at 
the silver moon, his unanswered question lingering in the frozen 
air 

**I'm a horrible person, its been since Christmas I think... well 
story time! In order, I actually lost my spark for this story kinda 
started to not like it, it somewhat saddened me to see. But dont 
worry spark is back. I have also collected an awful flu, cant walk 
five feet without leaning against something, my vision is wavering, 
I've got some kickass headaches, amoung other symptoms. ** 

**But I also went horse showing! Western pleasure, horsemanship, and 
a games division, two seconds and a first. Not bad for converting 
from english side saddle to western!** 

**Anyways I hope all of you people are doing better then me, and good 
luck with exams for all my secondary school goers! I thankfully only 
have three, should probably be studying...** 

**Love Luna ; ] ** 


5 . Chapter 5 : Fear 
**Chapter Five: Fear** 

Darkness, not a sound, choking, thrashing. No matter which way he 
tried to turn he remained still, affixed to the floor like a stone 
statue, a numbing sensation began at his fingertips slowly crawling 
up his arm. 

Everything turned bright, way too bright. Burning his eyes as it just 
became brighter and bright, no sympathy. The cooling sensation 
continued to crawl up his arms, cracks . Cracking and crackling, his 
hands slowly turning to dusts as organic material broke off. 

Blood pouring, lining the condensed box he was in. Circling his 
ankles, blood flowed through his prosthetic as it hardened, freezing 



over. Ice locking him into place, no feeling in his foot. 

Screams filling the room are they his or someone else's? Breathe 
causing steam thick enough to poke holes through, the box slowly 
condensing . 

The frozen blood now at shoulder level holding him into place, the 
screaming becoming louder calling out his name 

" Hiccup. Hiccup, Hiccup? 

Thrashing against the mound of blood proved vain stuck in one place, 
no chance of escape. Footsteps rising, nearer and nearer as the 
screaming became ear bleedingly loud. 

Hiccup, Hiccup !"_ 

The voice becoming more disjointed with every moment, soon turning 
mechanical like the roar of a saw blade. Nearer and nearer it 
dwelled, if it got any closer would ita€ ! . 

Forest green eyes stammering open, the child jolted up right heart 
flailing inside his chest ready to shatter at any moment, ribs ready 
to bust out of his chest. 

Numbing weight placing itself on the auburns shoulder, sparks lifting 
up his spinal cord, could it be? 

Instantly thrashing against the cold touch the auburn stared at the 
perpetrator, eyes pissy with dark circles, ready to bustle out tears 
at any moment . 

Staring back was the pale frost spirit his hair glistening in the 
evening moon, dawning a confused expression he could not help but 
stare at the teen. He watched the auburn curl in on himself sobbing, 
his heart shattered. 

Having not one idea about how to comfort the basket case of a child 
he reached out his hand, refusing for it to get knocked away like 
previous . 

"Hey, you're alright. Whatever you're afraid of can't get to you" he 
said repeating words he had heard many times before 

His words fell on death ears as the auburn was still curled into a 
petite ball, paying no attention to what was around him. The spirit 
could hear the child's stifling breaths accelerating and decelerating 
within moments of each other. 

An idea came into the frost spirits head, an old image he had seen a 
few times before. Grasping the auburns shoulders he shifty pulled him 
forward, allowing the child to sprawl out against him. The auburns 
first reaction was to pull and thrash against the spirit, thanks to 
the age difference the spirit easily held the child still. 

"It's alright, you're safe" the spirit assured 

Heart slowing to a mere halt, breathing steadying, gears beginning to 
grind as his situation was made clear. It was just a dream, a dreaded 
night terror, for it could not be anything else, or could 



it? 


Noticing the tight binds around him the auburn stared up still 
quivering, meeting the frost spirits pale eyes he was frozen solid, 
forcing himself from his ice shackles he pulled out relieving himself 
of the spirits grasp. 

"You alright?" Jack asked not letting the auburn completely escape 
his grasp 

"F-f-fine, I'm just d-dandy" the auburn stuttered 
"You sure?" 

"Fine just fine" 

Dawn broke as mist drenched the island the sun barely glimmering 
through as the fog choked what little light it presented, caught 
within its icy grasp. A wind gently whistling singing a sweet hymn 
sweet or tragic, the constant change in harmony raised questions for 
what it really meant. 

A small village stood affront them, Ontario gothic style housing with 
dirt roads, horses pulling dark carriages trotted happily the odd 
neigh or whinny arising. Small shops selling poofy dresses and 
freshly baked bread, a large cathedral dead center gaping for 
attention . 

Men and woman alike strolled down the side ways, women carrying 
parasols representing shades of green and red. Linked in arm were 
evenly as good looking men in suits some with an accent matching 
their walking partner. 

Gawking over the surroundings the auburns large green eyes had to 
examine everything, rooted to the floor unable to move he had no 
choice but to take everything in. 

Cutting the silence like butter the frost spirit let out a chuckle 
amazed at the auburns reaction 

"What..?" the auburn asked peeling his eyes from the view 
"Nothing, anyways shall we?" 

The main streets were even more exhilarating then the previous view, 
even with the dingy and dirty mask which covered the surroundings it 
still seemed nothing less of magical. Brief muttering, horse's 
hooves, and the crackle of metal wheels against stone was all that 
could reach their ears. 

The spirit stuck close to the gawking auburn, even though his rugged 
attire made him stick out like a rose in fresh snow. 

Halting again the auburn took time to admire a gorgeous horse, golden 
coat with shining black mane, tail, and legs. He held his head high 
awaiting his owner to push him on, gently shifting his head his soft 
brown eyes reveal themselves from behind the blinders. He stared past 
the streets aligning his vision with the feral forest. 

The reins slashed against his sides, reverting his head forward he 



began trotting on picking up his legs ensuring to display his beauty 
in action. 

"Like horses?" Jack asked 

'Never seen one before actually, we only had dragons, yacks, anda€ | .1 
think we had chickens.." he said ruffling through his thoughts 

"What about you, did you have any animals back wherever you came 
from?" the auburn asked 

"I didn't really" Jack admitted with a shrug 
"Really?" 

"I've always been Jakul Frosti, nothing more. Anyways wanna keep 
looking?" he said with an unsure smile 

"Alright I guessa€| ." 

Removing them from their conversation was a grand shire horse white 
as snow rearing up on her back legs, neighing in discomfort. The 
carriages coach yelled a curse as the mare refused to halt her 
lashing out, the cart rocked back and forward due to the distributed 
weight . 

Pulling the auburn into the darkness of an alley between two 
buildings, the horse instantly settled now responding to her coach 
she trotted on happily erasing the previous event from her mind. 

"So it is true, huh" the spirit said 

"What are you talking about?" the auburn asked shaking the spirits 
grasp off of him 

"Horses can sense ghosts, really surprised that one was the first to 
notice though" 

"Can all animals sense spirits?" 

"Yeah I suppose so, but only particular ones" 

The auburn instantly thought back to Toothless, was the Nightfury 
able to sense his presence and that's why he started growling? 

* * As a child I was always told horses could sense the dead, every 
time they stared off into the distance or spooked at nothing it was 

really something not of this world, something that once was lost. 

* * 

**Anyways I hope you guys are having fun with exams, I have written 
one out of three. Studied for an hour then got busy with the cosplay. 
We may have an upcoming convention coming to the city I live in so 
the skirt needs to be resewn and tool needs to be added, I need a new 

corset, and my hat needs some decorating. Happy, happy fun day! 

* * 


**Love Luna** 



6. Chapter 6: Problems Here and There 


**Chapter Six: ProblA''me Inattendu** 

Snow gracefully trickled down covering the streets in a white sheet, 
the sky had begun to darken as the previously shuffling town's people 
and carts retreated. Stars penetrated the blanket of night offering a 
dim glow, a small shuffle of people went from lamp post to lamp post 
lining the streets with a heavenly glow. 

The click clattering of their surroundings soon grinded to a halt, 
leaving the streets in an eerie silence, all magic had been dispelled 
as menacing shadows lingered. Constantly moving and fading, were they 
truly alone? 

Keeping close to one another the duo continued down the winding 
street, the only sound being the clank of the auburns prosthetic and 
a couple of horses whinnying in the background. 

"Pretty strange eh?" the frost spirit said trying to make 
conversation 

"YeahaCi ." The auburn said half heartedly 

Just out of view a dark figure dashed by, remaining just out of view 
the mist began to peak thick as blood, like walking through a half 
frozen river. Regaining composer the auburn continued but as soon as 
the feeling diminished he was trusted back into it, the figure 
dashing behind him causing his cloak to ruffle. 

Ice spurting down his spine the figure dashed again, tiny sharp 
objects skimmed over his foot digging their tiny claws into him as 
they passed. Stiff as a board, cold as nails frozen in spot the 
auburn peered left and right, something was there! 

Howling grinding, pit pattering, wind swirling what was real and what 
was fake? Darkness devouring their surroundings, swirling and 
whirling engulfed in a black flame. Breathing heavy, rib cage 
crackling, before everything vanished. 

Darkness diminishing returning the street to where it had previously 
been, as if trapped inside a still image. 

"Hey, you alright?" the spirit called metres ahead 

"Did you see that?!" the auburn exclaimed 

"See what?" 

"That huge void of darkness!" 

"Are you feeling alright?" the spirit asked again 

"Something is over there" he said distraught pointing to a darkening 
corner way 

The frost spirits expression instantly turned blank as he stared past 
the child, rustling trees nearer and nearer. Bramble pushed aside, a 
large figure standing seven feet running on all fours, chasing a 
black darting object, nearer and nearer. 



Pulling the auburn to his side the spirit refused to take his eyes 
off the darting objects, nearer and near they came, the threat of 
hostility hung high. 

"What's going on?" the auburn asked 
"Just quiet down for a moment" he shushed 

The rioting figures began to come clear as they got closer and 
closer, the clatter of horse hooves arose. Galloping down the street 
was a horse dark as witching hour formed out of black ice, eyes 
crimson as freshly poured blood, sparks flying every time its hooves 
met the stone road. Tossing its head it let out a screeching neigh 
horrendous enough to make ears gush blood. 

Whistling arose as the demonic horse was split in half separating its 
back and neck from its legs in one swift movement. It shattered like 
China dishes crumbling to the ground, dark smoke soon extracted 
itself from the pile of snow as it transcended into the air vanishing 
without a trace. 

The wooded object which revealed itself to be a decorated golden 
boomerang, ceasing its flying within a furry grasp the chaser stepped 
into the light. Standing over one hundred eighty centimetres, a grey 
fur coat extending over his whole body. Pawns with jagged nails 
tapping along the stone, long ears and narrow eyes. Holden bands 
encasing his forearms and emblems over his shoulders, thighs, and 
forehead . 

Menacing eyes stared at them, the colour of the ocean during a storm, 
was it rage? Breaking the serious tone was a collection of multi 
coloured eggs with tiny little legs gallivanting along sneaking into 
any nook or cranny they could find. 

"Whats going on?" the auburn asked 

"Honestly, no idea" the spirit said lowered his staff 

The oversized jack rabbit seemed to be cursing to himself as he 
maneuvered through the banks of snow, mutter something about cold 
feet. Removing himself from the sheer frigid floor the rabbit 
eventually noticed the frost spirit instantly recognizing him. 

"Up to your old tricks, eh mate?" the rabbit commented 

Instantly a light bulb in Jack's head went off as the air head 
finally recounted who was speaking to him. 

"Who is this. Jack?" the auburn asked 

"The Easter kangarooa€ | " 

"What?" he whispered 

"Just as it sounds" 

The rabbit had turned away absorbed in hiding eggs 
"C'mon" the spirit said eager to vanish from the rabbit's 



sight 


"Wait, what was that?" the auburn asked refusing to be pushed 
around 

"Just c'mon, this is boring" 

"I asked you something you know, would be great if you could 
answer" 

"That can wait, now stop being a stick in the mud" 

The spirit hastily pulled the auburn into the large forest, viewing a 
new town, proving a myth, seeing both a demonic horse and the Easter 
kangaroo seemed like enough fun for one day. Once becoming one with 
the shadows the spirit let go of the child's sleeve which he had 
previously been tugging at. 

"Want to answer my question now?" the auburn asked still following 
the spirit 

"What was it again?" he gazed back 
"What was with that maniacal horse?" 

"It was a nightmare" he simply said 

"A nightmarea€ | .that was an animal not a delusion" 

"I'm serious, it was a nightmare" 

"I don't believe you" 

The spirit returned with nothing but an odd look 

"How can a bad dream be an animal?" he said shifting his weight 
"Oh you're that kind of dense, okay!" 

The auburn returned with a less than impressed expression, out of all 
the things he was dense was not one of them 

"A nightmare horse is just a lump of negative energy caused by 
nightmares combine with ice in this case to create a demonic spawn 
from hell" he said enthusiastically 

"Howa€| ..how is that even possible?" he asked eyes flickering back 
and forward trying to unravel this 

"Really out of everything you ask how the nightmare is 
real?" 

Staring deep into the auburns soul floating upside down a carefree 
expression painted over his face, 

"I'm sorry but I expect the great frost spirit to know about all 
strange and supernatural, thought that all of you got along 
nicely" 

"What are you getting at, shorty?" 



Hiccup sighed 


"NothingaC | " 

Emerging from the brush jumping over the duo, clattering hooves as it 
reached the dry floor sparks emerged. Suddenly a herd of the devil 
beats emerged from the brush, bucking and rearing every movement of 
their hooves caused grey smoke to emerge, with every harsh blow a 
fragment of their hooves diminished. 

Circling the duo they pranced beautifully, as if proud of their find, 
knees nearly hitting their faces as their stiff tails held high 
flickered back and forward. Rearing and bucking the out of place 
horse they continued before halting turning on the forehand allowing 
them to face the duo. 

Playfully turning their tails to the auburn they moved into the 
spirits space, closing in nearer and nearer. 

"What's going on?!" the auburns voice wavered 

Tossing the auburn out of the demonic circle, one less thing to worry 
about, brandishing his shepherds hook awaiting for the first 
attacker. A nightmare standing sixteen hands high galloped out 
rearing ready to smash down her front hooves she nickered in 
discomfort as the staffs end crashed through her barrel slicing her 
in half as she tumbled to the ground turning to dust. 

Another claiming to be smarter dashed forward dodging the previous 
nightmare's defeat she jumped over head eyes gaping open as icicles 
sharp as daggers pierced her shoulder driving through where he would 
be heart, exiting the other side as she turned to dust. 

The nightmares nodded to each other as the remaining six all charged 
forward, diverting circling around him sure they had the upper hoof. 
All alarmed as they were engulfed in swirling snow blinding them 
jolting them left, right, and center as they crashed in to one 
another all turning to dust. 

Glancing around everything had fallen silent and dark, the stream of 
nightmares had seemed to cease. 

Hiccup ! 

Instantly jolting his attention to the general area he pushed the 
child, thankfully he seemed unharmed standing and brushing some 
bramble off of him in silence. Peering up he gave a less than 
impressed expression 

"You have a lot of explaining to do" the auburn warned brushing a 
final stick off his arm 

"I never explain anything" the spirit said with a playful smirk 

The spirits eyes instantly went wide and expression 
revoked 


"Duck! " 



* *NIGHTMARES ! Grab your wives, guns, and run! Every man for 
himself ! * * 

**Sorry, anyways exams are over I've had five days off and lifes 
okay. Have a friend who wants to do some human fnaf cosplaying and 
wants me to be her Bonnie. But once catch: No blood, gore or 
scariness. There is something wrong here... what is it? Oh wait its a 
horror game! I wanted to drown myself in fake blood since I don't 
look scary. Oh well... maybe one day. ** 

**Love Luna, tell me who your fav animatronik is (mines 
Bonnie) ** 


7 . Chapter 7 : Problems 
**Chapter Seven: Problems Here and There** 

"Duck!" the spirit yelled 

Jumping through the bramble was an especially large nightmare leaping 
from the bramble, losing focus for one moment the spirit was pinned 
to the ground by the fierce creature. The animal slowly putting more 
weight on his wrists waiting until it heard a crack. 

Squirming in discomfort the spirit tried to over throw the beast yet 
fifteen hundred pounds against one sixty was in no way fair, nearly 
giving up he watched the deranged look in the horses eyes as if she 
enjoyed this torment. 

A gentle pound arose on her side she stared up only to have another 
group of rocks smashed against her face. Taken up by annoyance she 
removed herself staring at the auburn in disgust 

"HEY NIGHTMARE!" Hiccup yelled obnoxiously 

The mare took a step towards the child trying to identify him as a 
threat or useless space, turning her head more rocks crashed against 
her skull. Now fully agitated she scraped her hoof against the floor 
wearing it thin. 

The mare smashed her hooves against the floor in annoyance, circling 
the auburn the two never ceased eye contact. Awaiting the next move, 
holding breath between the mare's steps. The whole world grinded to a 
halt, heart beat slowing, awaiting the next hit. 

Growing impatient the mare pounced, crashing to the ground again she 
was alarmed that the auburn was out of sight. 

"Over here" he said calmly 

The mare peering around in distaste located the petite auburn again, 
this time she would not miss! Carefully dodging each blow they became 
closer and closer, until he could feel the rustling wind caused by 
the mare's hooves. 

A few metres over the frost spirit kneeled before his staff, battered 
cracked wrists pain jolting through from his hands base to finger 
tips. Reaching out for the staff his hand trembled, spazzaming not 
fully responding, unable to do the simplest task of picking up his 



hook . 


The nerves and bones not connecting as his reactions delayed again, 
finally grasping his staff the throbbing pain engulfed his hand. The 
feeling of an invisible dagger slicing into his skin, splitting it in 
two. His wrist felt ready to shatter into fragments at any 
moment . 

The skin turning puffy and enflamed as it purpled, unable to hold his 
hands straight as his fingers moved stiffly. 

The thrashing affront him carried him from his thoughts, the auburn 
was still fending off the nightmare. The mare had become enraged 
chasing the auburn at a record speed, noting his moves and using his 
weaknesses including how unsteady he was on his left leg, against 
him . 

The mare jumped and pranced, grinding her hooves against the ground 
fracturing the sculpted hooves. A smile crept over her face as she 
cornered the child, against a tree and rock wall he was unable to go 
either way. 

Terror crept over the child's face, after watching the destruction 
she caused against the spirit he feared for his life (or could it 
even be called that?) . Only this time she wouldn't back down this 
time, she had him within her grasp and hell she was going to cause 
some fury. 

Taking from her deranged fantasies some petite ice pellets crashed 
against her side, finding it more annoying than anything else she 
turned back to her captive, imagining what to do with him. 

Wild crashing emerged as the bottom of the shepards hook was sent 
right through her side where her heart would be located. Crumpling to 
the floor, she lay deceased her smirk still layered over her face 
until she turned to dust. 

Scuffling over the frost spirit painfully grasped his staff, unable 
to fully grasp it just lingered at his side. 

"You okay?" the spirit asked the auburn 

"A-am I okay? You're asking if I'm okay?! Look at your hands!" he 
exclaimed 

"Oh uhh yeah, they're kinda brokenaC | .1 guess" 

"Okay I-I think I know how to fix this" 

"Nah don't worry about me I'll be fine" he said mondaying 

"You get no choice in this. Jack. So I need two sticks and some cloth 
of bandages, the sticks is covered, where can we get cloth" 

"There is a village just a little over yander" 

The village was lined with stores and stand which none of which were 
open, and Hiccup had already dismissed Jack's idea of just breaking 
into one. 



"Just stay here, I'm gonna look around" the auburn stated 


"Oh c'mon can't I even move?" the spirit protest 

"No" 

The auburn could hear the muffle sigh of the floating spirit behind 
him, peering around he had no idea where he would be able to find 
cloth. He first noticed the large dress shop, creepy manikins stood 
in the window adorn with colourful and fruity dresses, but just 
beyond was a rack lined with folded fabric. One piece stood out, 
royal blue fabric shining like the moon lay atop the other green and 
red fabrics, quite the sight for sore eyes. 

'I bet he'd like that' Hiccup thought to himself 

Removing his pressed hands from the glass he shook his head, he had 
to stay on task fabric had to be around here somewhere, even cheese 
cloth would work. Yet there was no apparent way to get a good amount 
of cloth, but as if Thor almighty had given him a sign the moon shone 
down on an old horse blanket. Grey and some dirt it appeared to be 
perfect for Hiccups intentions/ 

Turning around to where the spirit had previously been standing to 
his amazement the spirit had only moved a foot or two. Holding up the 
blanket like a miraculous object a slight smile spread across his 
face . 

"Alright now can you just give me one of your arms?" the auburn 
sheepishly asked 

Holding out the arm he was not carrying his staff in the auburn 
examined it, carefully turning it over not wanting to hit a 
particularly painful area. Brownish purple bruises covered the pale 
skin, it appeared to be a clean break with no bones poking out which 
was a relief. Hiccup did not know what he would have done then. Yet 
under closer examination the shape of the horses hooves were outlined 
with blackening bruises and small openings in the skin. 

The cuts were releasing a small amount of blood which was speckling 
the spirits off white shirt, it would be a stupid idea to just cover 
the wounds . 

"Fallow me" the auburn said releasing his companions arm 
"Why?" the spirit asked 

"Do you remember that pond from the other day?" 

After what seemed like endless cycle of wandering duo came across the 
frozen pond, lined with snow frozen cat tails poked from the icy 
sheets . 

"Just sit down" he tried to command the spirit yet it ended up 
sounding more like a muffled question 

"Finea€ | " the spirit said uninterested 

Icy sheets fracturing into fractals with the mere prod of the childs 
hand, tearing a short strip from the blanket he allowed the water to 



absorb ringing it out shortly after before turning back to the frost 
spirit who was shifting his weight. 

"Give me an arm" he said again kneeling 

"What exactly do you plan on doing?" the spirit asked 
reluctant 

"Give me an arm and I'll show you" 

The second the spirit obliged the auburn grabbed his forearm quick to 
gently press the dampened fabric against the spirits bruising wounds, 
feeling the spirit instantly try to retort he use all of his weight 
and strength to try to keep the spirits arm stationary which was 
proving to be a real task. 

Every time the cloth met the spirits skin he tried to pull back, 
constantly fidgeting he was beginning to annoy the auburn. 

"Can you please stay still!?" the auburn said annoyed 

"Not my fault, the waters bloody cold" the spirit said 
pouting 

"Really? The great Jackol Frosti bringer of winter, one who adores 

freezing rain is put off by a little cold water?" Hiccup 

teased 

"Sorry didn't realize you were the expert on my mythology, and 
besides you get a cut covered in freezing water?" 

"Yeah actuallya€| .last year me and my dragon. Toothless, got lost 
into a bad snow storm and crashed. My prosthetic broke and part of 
the wood from it embedded itself in my leg, have to keep it in a 
bucket of snow and icy water for two hours twice a day just to make 
the swelling go down" he said not taking his eyes off his work yet 
his eyes felt heavier 

The auburn was brought back from his memories by the spirit carefully 
patting his shoulder offering a slight smile. 

"What's that for?" the auburn asked 

"No reason" 

The auburn peered down again, the spirits wrists were still a blood 
stained mess but they were less of mess then they had been twenty 
minutes ago. Picking up the blanket he tore a long strip before 
wrapping it around the spirits wrist, then picking up a stick which 
stretched from the spirits palm to halfway down his forearm he 
wrapped his arm again. Wrapping the spirits other arm he stood back 
pleased with his work. 

The spirit instantly stood up sending the auburn backwards on his 
elbows, maintaining a straight and stiff figure the pain in his 
wrists had seemed to subside. Holding onto the staff was still a 
chore it at least brought hope they may go back to how they were 
before . 


His mind instantly jumped from the healing process to magic with his 



wrists bound in a stationary position would he still be able to use 
magic? Raising his free left hand he stared intently, mentally 
preparing to create a snow storm. 

"Don't even think about it!" the auburn proclaimed dragging him out 
of his moment 

"Why not?" 

"You're going to hurt yourself even more" 

"I'll be fine ! " 

"Jack I said no" 

"Buta€ | " 

"At least give it a few days" 

"Fine, you're no fun" he pouted 

"Haven't heard that before" the auburn said sarcastically 

"You worry too much, not like I can die or anything" 

"Okay, so if we're going to continue whatever in Thor's name we're 
doing you need to explain to me what's going on" 

"What do you want to know?" the spirit asked sitting cross legged a 
few feet above the ground 

"What was with the nightmare horses, the seen foot rabbit, and you 
w-what ' s up with you?" he said talking a mile a minute 

"Well to go in chronological order, the nightmare horses belong to 
Pitch, the kangaroo you saw earlier is named BunnymundaC } .1 think. 
He, North, Toothina, and Sandy are all guardians which mean they are 
granted powers by the moon to do assorted jobs, like collect teeth, 
produce dream sands, and give out presents come Christmas. I'm not a 
guardian, there are lesser versions our there somewhere who aren't 
quite as important which I kinda fall into" 

Gazing over at the auburn all he got was a confused expression, 
complete and utter confusion not one lick of what the spirit said 
seemed to make sense. All the facts floated around his brain like 
north magnets should be able to work together and form one shape yet 
when they even got near they would retract forcing the other to jump 
away . 

"T-th-that makes no sense" the auburn began 

"Who's Pitch and everyone else, whats dream sand, and whats 
Christmas?" he continued 

"Oh right you Vikings pretty much live under rocks" the spirit 
remarked 


The comment only earned him a less than impressed glare from the 
Viking, they didn't live under rocks they just weren't able to see 
many other tribes before the dragons came along 



"Anyways Pitch goes by many names 'Nightmare King' and 'The Boogey 
Man' are two of them he brings bad dreams I believe something along 
those lines. North is also known as Santa Claus and brings toys to 
children on December 24th also known as Christmas, a lot like 
Snozzeltauf f " he said trying to relate to something Hiccup knew 

The auburn awkwardly nodded shifting his weight from one leg to the 
other, listening intently 

"Toothina who is also known as the Tooth Fairy in some parts of the 
world exchanges lost baby teeth for coins, but only reveals herself 
to people who believe in her. Sandy also known as the Sand Man 
corrects children's dreams, ensuring they don't have nightmares. And 
finally the Easter kangaroo delivers eggs to cities, towns, and 
villages for children to find, it's kinda like a game" he 
explained 

"Kinda but you've mentioned the moon a few times, what role does it 
play ? " 

"I'm not really sure, I know it creates guardians and such but he 
only ever spoke to me once. No matter how many times I ask he remains 
silent simply staring" he said gazing up at the night sky 

"What did he say?" 

"He just told me my name was Jackul Frosti, nothing more nothing 
less " 

**Hey everyone,** 

**Sorry I took so long my computer managed to crash and I lost 
everything, so yeah enjoy what I was able to find** 

**Love Luna** 


8. Chapter 8: Unfufilled Awnsers 
**Chapter Eight: Unfulfilled Answers ** 

Snow below shifting within the auburns foot, the biting cold nipping 
at his still organic foot as he barely left a mark in the week old 
snow which has since became dry and brittle. He had retreated deep 
within his mind an hour ago, all the things Jack told him the other 
day circled his mind like a snow globe always coming back into view. 
But suddenly another question came into view, coming up beside the 
spirit he opened his mouth to speak 

"Urn Jack, mind if I ask you something?" 

"Nah fire away" he said bored by his surroundings 

"So when the moon picks a guardian or whatever for a specific reason 
or is it just random?" the auburn asked 


"I have no idea actually, I think the guardians defeated Pitch or 
something along those lines but no idea" 



"Then how about when you became who you are, do you remember 
that ? " 

"Do you ever run out of questions?" the spirit asked turning towards 
the auburn 

"Nope, not at all. Anyways want to answer my questions?" 

"Uhh I don't reallya€| .1 remember the sound of cracking then seeing 
the moon beyond that nothing. It was more than seventy years ago. 


"Damn you're old" Hiccup remarked 

"Hey welcome to eternity all years blend together and every so often 
you reflect on how old you are and how little you matured!" he 
exclaimed happily 

The sudden ruffling of branches and leaves sent an icy shiver down 
both of their spines like a freezing wind, the sound appeared to be 
near. Beginning and stopping, cutting in and out like a broken radio, 
nearer and nearer before vanishing entirely without a trace. 

The wind instantly turned violently blowing the opposite direction 
throwing objects back and forward, the faint rumble of thunder 
screaming death threats. 

The carefree expression the spirit had previously been sporting had 
changed to a mix of frustration and worriment . As if warning bells 
was ringing in the back of his skull. 

Emerging from his flood of emotions he instantly grabbed the auburns 
sleeve tugging him on, even with the numbing pain 

"Jack, what's going on?!" the auburn asked frantic 

"It'll be fine, I promise just come on" he said trying to calm 
himself down 

"No, tell me what's wrong" the auburn said pulling against the 
spirit 

"We don't have time for this, just trust me, okay" 

"Well I don't!" he announced still pulling against the 
spirit 

"What . . ?" 

"I don't trust you! Just tell me what's going on and then I'll fallow 
you" 

"Hiccup, we don't have time for this. Just come on and I'll explain 
everything, alright?" 

The auburn remained silent offering a simple shake of the 
head 

"Honestly, do I have to carry you?" Jack asked started to get 
annoyed 



Hiccup remained affixed to the ground refusing to do anything until 
Jack informed him on the current situation 

"Fine" Jack remarked 

Expecting an answer Hiccup received quite the opposite, hoisted off 
his feet and over the spirits shoulder. The next this he saw was the 
snow filled ground below, his brain returned to him as the spirit 
instantly moved forward every so often stopping ensuring he wouldn't 
walk into a trap. 

"Hey what do you think you're doing?! Put me down, now!" the auburn 
commanded kicking his legs 

Kicking at random the auburn managed to bash his prosthetic against 
the spirits rib cage, causing a gasp to escape the spirits lips he 
could already feel a bruise forming. Though such a small feat would 
not be given attention as something much greater may be stalking 
him . 

The auburn still kicking and pleading to be let down, his voice drown 
out by the roaring wind, yet the child's nasally voice rung loud in 
the spirits ears 

"Hey Hiccup, ease up for a moment" he warned 
"What? ! " 

"Be quiet for a moment" 

The wind and thunder had eased as the nearing sound of breaking 
sticks and rushing hooves had diminished. The sky had even began to 
part allowing the moon to shine through, letting go of the auburn he 
fell to his feet, stumbling at the sudden appearance of ground he 
found his footing, of course the second he did he moved back from the 
spirit a unimpressed expression painted over his face. 

Paying no attention to the auburn the spirit stared up at the sky, a 
storm would take over the sky burying it in an ever moving sea of 
black and grey clouds. And _they _were always worse when it began to 
thunder, or at least he believed so. 

"We should probably get going" Jack stated not taking his eyes from 
the sky 

"No, not a chance tell me whats going on!" Hiccup demanded 

"Why can't you just believe me?" he asked trying to keep his voice 
down 

"Because Jack, I'm worried you're wrists are broken which I didn't 
even know could happen to whatever in Thor's name you are. It really 
worries mea€ | " He said stopping mid-sentence staring at the 
ground 

"Hey" the spirit said trying to draw the auburns attention back to 
him 

"You really shouldn't worry about me so much, I can barely feel my 



wrists anyways" 

Peeking through a blanket of dark lashes the auburn finally stared up 
at the spirit, using the lashes as an emotion shield. 

"Can we get going now then?" the spirit asked back tracking holding 
out a hand 

"Uhh sure I guessa€ | " the auburn said not returning the favor 

**Well this is fucking short. Anyways hey I'm back and I'm still a 
little Loveless. ANYWAYS explanation:** 

**My computer dun fucked up, and I lost EVERYTHING. Thanks to my 
friend Megan I got mostly everything back but about twenty pages of 
writing is still lost, and everything is a little wonky. I lost 
chapter Twelve which was very influential. Jack kinda said something 
that progressed the duo's relationship a lot. And the story 
boarding/planning for chapter thirteen was also gone. That with 
school work I have been over my head, plus I've been putting a lot of 
time into my makeup work (I do scene makeup) . I really devoted a lot 
of time to my makeup, making fake scars and stitches, my latest work 

has all been Outlast related which did take a lot of research. 

* * 


**Anyways enough of my rambling, I will hopefully be posting things 
more often but I cannot promise anything. Please bear with me, I'm 
trying my hardest. Also Happy Easter if you celebrate it!** 

**Love Luna** 


9. Chapter 9: Terror 

**Chapter Nine: Souvenirs Rempli D'effroi** 

Feet firmly on the ground, knee deep in pestering snow, attacking 
their legs like starving wild dogs searching for any meal. Morning 
sun beginning to peak over the horizon, the village was lined with 
run down shit shacks, broken windows with fallen panes, and busted in 
doors. It was a ghost town with the faint mutter of barn animals 
being the only salvation. 

It had ceased snowing yet a faint mist covered the surroundings 
giving the village an eerie chill choking all life out like a cruel 
curse . 

Splitting the silence down the middle was the rhythmical crash of 
doors swinging open, bashing against nearby walls. Men suited up 
travel bag over shoulder rearing to leave, yet one caught his eye a 
blonde woman holding onto her husband's arm crying hysterically 

"No, please just no. You can't win this, it's all in vain, you're 
going to die you don't know what you're up against" 

In one subtle movement the women was thrown into the snow on her 
knees crying, the tears burning into the snow. Almost reminded him of 
his past 

" He was just protecting me he's not dangerous" said the 



auburn 


" They've kill hundreds of us" his father yelled over him_ 

And we've killed thousands of them! They defend themselves that's 

all! They raid us because they have to if not they'll be eaten 
themselves. There is something else on their island dad, a-a-a dragon 
queen!" he yelled equaling his father's voice_ 

" Their island? You've been to their nest?"_ 

D-did I say nest?" he asked _ 

" How did you find it?"_ 

No, no, I didn't Toothless did. Only a dragon can find the 

island . 

" Oh no dad, no please. It's not what you think you don't know what 
you're up against! Its like nothing you've ever seen"_ 

_The child was instantly shoved out of the way, the chief had made 
his decision, if his son was against it or not._ 

" Dad please. I promise you, you can't win this one!" he yelled 
grabbing his dads arm_ 

" Dad, no. FOR ONCE IN YOUR LIFE WILL YOU PLEASE JUST LISTEN TO 
ME?!" he yelled on the brink of tears_ 

_Thrown to the ground the auburn stared up at his father fiery 
revenge burning in his emerald green eyes. Feeling the burn of 
disgust burning deep into his soul the auburn could only stare up 
gaping_ 

You've thrown a lot in with them. You're not a VikingaC | ..you're 

not my son"_ 

_The door slammed shut behind him as the auburn stared up speechless 
he swore he heard a 'Ready the ships"_ 

"Hiccup ! " 

Kicked out of his own memory he stared wide eyed, at the spirit as if 
alarmed by his mere presence as if he hadn't expected the frost 
spirit to be by his side. 

"You okay?" the spirit asked shifting his weight 
"Oh u-uh yeah, yes I a-am" he stumbled 

"Whats going on here?" the auburn asked turning his attention to the 
village 

"There is a war going on, now cmon lets look around" the frost spirit 
said starting to drift off 

"Wait what war?" the auburn said trotting up side the spirit 
"Queen Anne's war? I dunno something like that all over land" 



"Just land?" 


"Whatya mean 'just land'? Is land not good enough?" 

"Oh no I didn't mean it to come across as that" he said waving his 
arms 

"It's just I've never really seen people just fighting over 
landa€ generally something else" 

"Didn't you Vikings always do something dragon related?" the spirit 
asked 

"Yeah actuallya€|a war against the dragon which dates back to the 
discovery of Berk and thena€ | ..a battle over dragons" his eyes went 
dark as his mind slipped back to the painful past of first being 
ignored and called a screw up. And shortly after having his life 
risked at any moment. 

"Hey Hiccup, look" the spirit said grabbing the childs 
shoulder 

Staring over a herd of horses galloped down main street white as snow 
they trotted down in rows, two by two. One dapple grey stallion lead, 
all horses lifting and lowering their legs in sync, and their riders 
posting in perfect sync as well. Carrying matching swords, the auburn 
swore he heard music and yet not instruments were in sight. 

"C'mon" the spirit said happy he was about to detour the auburns 
mind 

"What are we doing? ' the auburn asked 

"Just c'mon" the spirit said grabbing the auburns sleeve 
"Where are we going?" the auburn instantly asked 
"You ask too many questions" 

"I wouldn't if you just told me" 

Dragged deeper into the village everything seemed to have become 
alert, lively even. People shuffled one way or another, one man with 
a hook similar to Jack's led sheep while others ventured into the 
woods with a horse and trolly. 

Suddenly grinding to a halt by the spirit mid step (or 
flight ) 

"Actually I have a better idea!" he exclaimed 
"W-what ? " 

"Okay this way!" he said suddenly pointing the other way 
"Wait what?" the auburn asked confused 

"Just stop questioning and move your feet" the spirit said pushing 
the auburn 



Riding the wind slowly penetrating it taking it over, dwelling sobs 
and whimpers as it tears its heart out. Becoming dark making the suns 
light fade, a cruel blanket began to fall over the land form. A smirk 
rose across its face, excitement building within ready to burst, 
thought this wasn't all fun and games it needed to find its target. 
Sweeping the snow kept ground he expected his target to stand out 
like a dimly flickering candle in the sea of darkness, trying to hold 
onto any form of sanity. 

"Jack, where are we going?" the auburn asked for the thousand in 
first time 

"We're nearly there" the spirit warned 
"You said the same thing twenty minutes ago" 

"I did?" 

"Yes you did" 

" ' kay we're here!" he announced 

Holding back a collection of bramble a small gully was in full view, 
a small pond stood in the middle frozen over with a rock wall behind 
and a weeping willow. Though that wasn't the main attraction not at 
all. The small gully was littered with ice statues of all forms, 
horses rearing on their hind legs, bulls fighting, a doe and fawn 
galloping, it was all magnificent. 

Yet one caught his eye, a flawless Nightfury it appeared to be 
hovering in mid-air legs curled with outstretched wings. Up on his 
honches oozing with pride, looking ready to prove he was 'the spawn 
of lightning and death itself', it was beautiful and a perfect 
representation yet it wasn't Toothless. Not that it was probably 
supposed to be his old dragon, he just simply hoped it was. 

"Pretty cool eh?" the spirit asked 

"Y-yeah very neat" the auburn said shunning away from the 
Nightfury 

Wandering passing magnificently detailed statues of things Hiccup had 
never even seen, yet one thing caught the auburns eye. A beautifully 
sculpted horse stood, realistic enough to appear she could gallop off 
at any moment. Long wings hoisted at her side appearing in 
mid-flight, her hair dancing in the winter breeze tail flickering 
happily. She appeared to be a happy Pegasus floating through the air 
until you got to her neck. 

Sprouting from her withers was not one head but two, one low to the 
ground anger vibrant in her eyes, ear slicked back against her head 
blending into her long icy mane. She appeared ready to buck violently 
at whatever was causing her discomfort. 

The other head was hoisted up in the air further back than normal, 
where her sisters face resembled pain hers resembled an absent minded 
joy. Hooves lifted off the ground appearing ready to rear 
upwards . 



"What was your inspiration for this?" Hiccup asked 
"Tried making two horses, got distracted halfway through" 

"And added wings?" the auburn asked 
"I got distracted by a bird, okay?" 

Hiccup let out a chuckle, he used to be much the same when he drew 
back on Berk. 

_I wonder how Berk is doing_ 

Alienated from his mindless wander, the sky darkened as everything 
went black, bone chilling. Mechanical laughter lining the air, 
carried by the air like a horrific song, but more like a Banchee ' s 
scream than anything else. 

Air thick as the rushing ocean, leaving a null pain biting like 
winter's kiss. Jack thrashed against the blackness, 

_No it couldn't be, not now it's too soon_ 

Hiccups eyes went black as his mind went blank, the shadows forced 
him to his knees as all air was instantly forced out of his lungs. 
Shadows binding him to the floor like a horse to a hitching rail, 
pain surging blazing him from the inside out as all conscienceless 
was revoked from this world. 

_Waves gently capsized the beach, glittering sand reflecting the suns 
light ships gently floated in the distance all except one. A red wood 
boat with flames burning twenty feet hustled back and 
f orward ._ 

_Rushing on the boat was a charred ebony night fury, blood drenched 
his wings as the fire bite into him slowly removing his protective 
layers of skin and scale. The scarlet liquid pouring down his ebony 
figure like a bloody water fall. _ 

_The Nightfury lunged at the sky only to be pulled back by the flames 
once more, no rider, no replacement tail fin he was useless, nothing 
more than a broken toy. _ 

" Toothless ! " the auburn screamed_ 

_Green eyes flickered towards the auburn, pain and suffering lined 
them as the Nightfury let out a muffled whimper the flames engulfing 
his voice. __ 

_He had to help Toothless !_ 

_Trying to lung forward he was restricted, held at the waste and 
shoulder, trying to be bounded like a statue. _ 

" Hiccup hold still!" the voice echoed through the beach_ 

_Kicking and slashing he tried to remove himself from the tightening 
grasp, _ 

Hiccup, Hiccup!" the voice yelled again_ 



Hiccup the useless can't even save his own dragon? Too bad" the 

voice instantly turned mechanical _ 

_A loud growl emerged as all attention was forced back to the burning 
ship which had since diminished to nothing. Thrashing against the 
engulfing water the Nightfury growled and slashed trying to remain 
above sea level. Frozen in place the auburn was unable to remove his 
gaze, water seeping into the dragon's lungs the fight was too much. 
Capsizing the dragon sank beneath the waves as if never there, only 
proof remaining of his existence was a pool of blood filled water 
which soon diminished. _ 

TOOTHLESS ! " the auburn screamed_ 

Violently shaken, the auburn could hear someone screaming his name 
their voice shaking, the auburns emerald green eyes rapidly opened 
all black had been revoke. Look of surprise instantly turned to that 
of depression, quivering as his eyes filled to the brink with tears. 
Gaze instantly turning to the ground a whimper escaped his 
lips 

' ToothlessaC | " He said to himself 

"Hiccupa€|" the frost spirit asked lowering his hands from the 
child's shoulders 

The auburn shook like an autumn leaf as burning tears rolled down his 
cheeks melting the snow beneath, tears scratching into the broken and 
dead skin. 

"Toothless isa€|h-he can't bea€ | " The auburn sobbed 

Pulling the auburn forward the child was sprawled out on the spirits 
lap head crooked within his shoulder. Allowing one hand to fall over 
the auburns hip the other drew circles along the child's spinal cord, 
anything in an attempt to calm him down. 

Hiccup continued crying to himself. Toothless he couldn't have been 
burned! He just couldn't have! 

"Hiccup it's okay, whatever you saw it was just a night terror, it 
wasn't real" the spirit said softly reassuring 

"B-buta€ | T-Toothless hea€|he" the auburn muttered between sobs 

"It didn't happen, it was just a dream, only just a dream" he 
reassured 

"But the f-fire" 

"Not real " 

"B-but" 

"You're fine, _Toothless _is fine, everything is fine" 

**Hey guys its the very lazy creepy red head next door! I have been 
so up to my eye balls in work this semester I forgot why I was 
laughing when my law teacher said hijack. Like hi jack ... that s planes 



and terrorists right? Frostcup? I have one of those! Its a kind of 
glass! Yeah taking law, history, and english all in the same semester 
was the third worst idea I've ever had... after that FMA genderbending 
thing . * * 

**Anyways I'm back I'm not sure for how long, but DAY-UM I missed 
this pairing. All the stupidity, and yes I do have a plan to get them 
together. In my original draft for chapter twelve Jack was supposed 
to admit a lil something something (**a~l**) but of course it got 
scrapped and the only thing I remember is** 

**"Wrong you've known me for two months I've known you twenty 
years"-Jack** 

**You see children this is why you make half a million copies of your 
work and send em to everyone, accept your parents and hijack hatin' 
bff . ** 

**Anyways hope you enjoy. Love Luna** 


10. Chapter 10: Memories of the Lost 
**Chapter Ten: Memories of the Lost** 

Burrowing his head into the spirits shoulder, gently snoring, his 
knees tucked up onto his body resting against the spirits hip. The 
spirit lay motionless staring off into the breaking dawn, the sun 
brinking over the tree lines carrying shades of orange and pink 
intruding on the stars, waking them up and forcing them out of their 
bedsides . 

The frost spirit adjusted under the auburns weight, one arm lay 
behind his head serving as a makeshift pillow while the other was 
wrapped around the petite auburn. His hand wandering down the child's 
arm aimlessly 

Forest green eyes big as the moon spontaneously opened staring back 
at the spirit jerking back, taking a moment to realize where he was 
before leaning back on the spirit. 

"You alright?" the spirit asked 

"Y-yeah, your hands are just cold. They're f-fine, just cold" 

"Do you want to get up?" 

"Noa€ | not reallya€|if that's alright" 

The frost spirit said nothing pulling the auburn closer 

The child's skin was frozen, stinging like the reminiscence of the 
harsh bite of winter wind, chilling enough to make the frost spirit 
shiver . 

"Jack?" 


"Hmm?" 


"How do you have a pulse?" 



"I'm sorry what?" 


"Heartbeat, you have one, how is that possible?" 

"How could it not be?" the spirit questioned 

"I dunno you're Jackul Frost ia€ | kinda expected your heart to be in 
ice or something" 

So he is crazy, noted. 

"Ice really?" 

"Wella€| The auburn said turning his gaze out of 
embarrassment 

"Most things living dead or spirits have pulses ya know, even you" 
the spirit said staring up 

"What?" 

Swiveling his stiff hand around the auburn's narrow shoulders 
gentling pressing against the cooling skin of the auburns neck. 
Beneath the frozen cracked mess was a gentle pound against the skin, 
slow and steady not quite that of a normal human. 

Hiccup instantly jolted back a drunken choke held captive in his 
throat, throwing the frost spirits hand to the wayside. Eyes large as 
the moon in the lake filled to the brink with a mix of surprise and 
fear, awaiting the next move, fight of flight. 

Never let anyone at your neck, let them at your neck and they will 
kill you. Offering your neck submissively can distract, but always 
have a plan. One bite and it's all over! 

Staring in horror, the spirits expression soon softened loosening his 
grip on the auburn allowing the child to regain composer. 

Breaths shuttering, nails digging into the dirt, and eyes wide the 
auburn tried to steady himself 

Calm down just calm down, you're not going to be hurt. You're not 
going to be hurt. Toothless, why can't you be here? 

"Hey..." Jack began waking the auburn up from his crisis 

Forest green eyes with golden brown flecks stared at him from beneath 
a veil of ebony lashes 

"You don't have to act so spooky, just 'cause your dragon isn't with 
you it doesn't mean everyone is out to get you" 

The auburn said nothing turning his gaze away 

"Is it alright if I touch your neck again?" 

The auburn nodded weakly 

Reaching around the auburns neck again, the frigid touch sparking 



down his spine down to the tips of his toes like a wintery blast. 
Stuck in place like a porcelain doll on a shelf 

Its fine, its fine it isn't like last time, its fine. 

He soon felt the spirits hand lower to his shoulder, finally able to 
have a sigh of relief he looked back at the spirit who seemed 
un-phased . 

"What's with the flinching?" the spirit finally asked 
"It's a long storyaC i ." The auburn said looking away 
"Hey, we've got eternity" he said with an innocent smile 
"No it's not important" the auburn stated 
"C'mon can't be that unimportant" 

"You're going to bother me about this all day if I don't tell you 
aren't you" 

"And well into tomorrow" the spirit said with a nod 

"Well it happened about a year agoa€ i ." The auburn began 

Rummaging through old memories he couldn't help but get lost in the 
void where Berk lay in his mind. Cooling to the bone, always damp: so 
damp your clothing never really dried, a musty scent carrying through 
the air, with snow up to your knees at all time. 

An endless ocean filling up every cries of your sight, salty and once 
without bounds, of course that expectation got turned on its head as 
soon as dragon riding became the prime mode of 
transportation . 

Islands and rock towers sprinkled in like freckles, dragons beneath 
the waves and flying overhead. Boats gently rocking as waves crashed 
against them threatening to penetrate and sink into the endless 
lagoon leaving no trace of their existence. 

Yet one boat was the most uninviting, old blood stained wood with 
water marks, a ripped faded flag once as dark as the edges of night. 
Screams carried over the wind. 

Instantly removing himself from the memory walls fell over, the 
auburn shook his head as if the memory could just fall off like snow 
in your hair. 

When he looked up again he could see the spirits eyes, cutting the 
darkness in half as the shone vibrantly, like fresh paint on a blood 
stained shield. His eyes appeared hallow at first glance, moulded 
like that of a statue, yet behind was an impending storm, 
untraceable, unpredictable, ready to change course at any 
moment . 

The wind instantly changed as everything turned still, as if stuck 
inside a making jar the air even remained stationary. Cooling air 
choking the last ounces of warmth from their surroundings, even the 
shining sun which had previously been casting sunbeams capturing the 



shallow forest illuminating everything it pressed. Now in an 
impending battle for dominance over the unseen attacker threatening 
to commit murder. 

The auburn instantly pricked up, he may be admittedly naA've, yet 
signs vibrant as blood on a battlefield would make anyone take 
notice . 

Screams and wails galloped on the breeze, before an inaudible crack 
broke it in half, the stilted sunrise instantly reverted to black and 
white, slowly being choked off all colour. Watching a painter drip 
darkening paint onto the colourful backdrop it soon became black as 
witching hour. The birds previously chant of hope was diminishing 
replaced with the tragic whinny of nightmares and a mechanical 
laughter . 

Just beyond the forests edge the village was choked beneath a blanket 
of darkness, nightmares galloped aimlessly. People quivered in fear 
trying to avoid the rampaging monsters only to run into one and be 
frozen in place, painted with black ice. 

Blackened icicles hung from buildings crashing to the ground or 
through the unlucky souls standing below, blood painting the 
sideways . 

Galloping down the lane way giving chase to a small herd of town's 
folk, running down the road praying to whomever they could grasp. 
Though no prayers would be heard, the second the group reached a dead 
end, nowhere to go, nowhere to run. 

The menacing hoof beats drown out the mechanical laughter heads low 
to the floor devilishly smiling to themselves. A hard slash erupted 
screams into the chilling night, blood lining the shops window. 

The nightmare whinnied into the hallow night before galloping into 
the night halting with unbalanced rear. A man tall as a tree skin 
peppered as concrete eyes dark and lifeless as that of an old doll, 
outreaching a boney hand he wiped the crimson blood off the mare's 
mu z z 1 e . 

"You did a good job, girl" he said with a smirk 

The mare whinnied in agreement 

"What was that?" the auburn asked anxious 


"Hmmm? " 


"The screams! The blackness! Please tell me you noticed!" he said 
frantic 

"Ah its nothing, happens every few weeks few deaths, nothing too bad, 
only lasts about an hour at a time" he said typically as he lent 
against a tree 

"A-and you have yet to try to stop it?" 


"Nah not reallya€| .not worth my time" he said staring off into the 
distance 



"N-not bloody worth it?" he stammered heat rising 


"You're saying the possible people dying means nothing to you? 

Y-you ' re fully prepared to just wa-watch them die?" 

"There isn't really a reason for me to care, they don't see or notice 
me so why should I be bothered?" 

"There peoplea€ i .just like you and I, how can you just toss them to 
the wayside?" 

The auburns eyes were large and filled of determination like a 
warrior about to lead a revolution, never going to back down. Not 
even a sword to the chest would be able to stop him now, the spirit 
could sense this isn't a subject the auburn will just drop. 

The auburn awaiting an answer 

The frost spirit shrugged unable to form a proper response 

"So just because they can see you, you're going to allow them to 
become memories of the lost? I don't believe you" 

"I'm sorry then great dragon conqueror what would you do" the spirit 
asked his own blood beginning to boil 

"March down there and try to fix it!" 

"You're not gonna stop bothering me until I do will ya?" 

"Nope, so start walking spirit" he demanded 

Standing on the outskirts of the town the sky was still a violent 
black, the clatter of frosty hooves against the stone floor. It 
somehow seemed to get darker, not just colour but it seemed like life 
itself was getting sucked out of the surroundings. Trees which 
preciously stood tall and proud now reduced to weeping 
shrubs . 

Tucked behind a crowd of bushes the auburn watched intently, the 
mares galloped out in no formation accept a lead mare at the front 
with a collection galloping with her. Making their rounds a nightmare 
would focus on someone and differ from the heard loping off dashing 
in on her pray. 

The mare would soon after join the group all galloping towards one 
building. The church. Old grey bricks, metal roof, and large stained 
glass windows, yet the prize piece was a grand bell tower, a wind 
stall on top the silhouette of a trotting draft horse pointing 
east . 

The lead mare appeared to pull a sliding stop before disappearing 
into the darkness of the sky, flakes of blackened ice left behind 
like a hoof print. 

"The tower" the auburn insisted 

"Whata€ | ?" 

"The bell tower, the mare's commander is there. Let's go!" 



Suddenly golden sand swirled and whirled, restoring colour back to 
the sunken surroundings, like paint to a canvas. A tiny man golden in 
colour dashed through on a golden cloud, followed by a large man with 
silver hair guiding a rickety slay of nine fierce reindeer, a rainbow 
coloured fairy, and the seven foot rabbit from earlier popped out of 
a appearing hole jumping off. 

"Guess the guardians have it, lucky me" Jack said turning 
around 

"Uhh ehh ghaa?" the auburn stumbled 

"Those were the guardians, remember the people I told you about 
earlier? " 

"Yes buta€ | " 

"Come on, let's go not worth sticking around" 

"But s-shouldn't you do something?" 

"Nah, tend not to drabble in their work" 

"Do you do any work?" the auburn asked catching up to the floating 
spirit 

"You really had to ask that?" 

?There's rumors going 'round about the new kid 

>And everybody's talking til they're blue<br>But you know how a 
stranger is 

>If she's not dumb she's dangerous<br>But either way at least it's 
something new? 

Megan: Neermind that ain't anything new just Luna after her six month 
break, how you gonna explain it now shorty? 

Luna: ...well. I got a little trapped under work from law and 

english, plus drama and the Death of Nasferatu play was just a pain 
and a half. Plus getting told by my english teacher I had no future 
in writing was umm discouraging to say the least. 

Also I have some maybe bad news about this fic's future, so I'm going 
away to work this summer. I'm working as a live in stable hand and 
horse excersior at a stables in the middle of no where which may not 
have internet. Along with the work load, which is three stalls, 
feeding, and five horses to ride along with all other expectations I 
have no idea what I'm gonna do with this. I'll obviously bring my 
little shit show of a laptop and write when I can but uploading may 
be a little dodgey. Urg can I just hire someone to write this for me? 
I'll give you brill ideas! 

Anyways all the best. 

Love Luna 


End 
f ile . 



